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there by the road side. The white rags tied to some
of them glimmered wanly. The snorting of the catnel
sounded louder and more spasmodic, it seemed to him.
Perhaps it too had a fluttering heart. With a swerve
and a quick beat of wings a nightjar wheeled down
and sat in the white road in front, squawking loudly.
It was enough to make the best of men catch at his
breath. When the next moment there floated out of
the trees beside them a slim figure in white, he made
not the slightest attempt to suppress a squeal of
astonishment and fean
The camel stopped dead.
"Who goes there?" cried M'Whizzle in a loud,
shaky voice,
w O holy man, it is I."
The camel turned round, struggling to get free*
Terrified by the apparition, it wished to bolt. But
Lochinvar M'Whizzle kept a firm grip of the rope.
" Who art thou, man or devil ? Speak! " he called
out
The camel backed, snorting as the figure came
closer. Archibald Podd recognized the boy at the
Palace. He gasped with relief.
" You little beast; you deserve a good lathering for
jumping out like that and frightening our camel," said
Lochinvar MWfaizzle in an undertone, much irritated.
** I've a good mind to give you one! Hit him, Podd!"
The young Eurasian said quickly that he would not
soil bis fingers with such trash. He was not afraid,
for the boy was smaller than he, but he knew the
danger of touching an inmate of a Rajah's harem.
* Forgive me, O holy mullah/' piped the boy, bend-